34 way. When we said good-bye at the dock the night of the
general panic, his last words were—"Mr. Henry, if you
come back to Corfu I want you to stay with me. I don't
want any money, Mr. Henry—I want you to come-and
live with us as long as you like." Everywhere I went in
Greece it was the same tune. Even at the prefecture, while
waiting to have my papers put in order, the gendarme
would send out for a coffee and cigarettes to .put me at
ease. I liked the way they begged too. They weren't
shamefaced about it. They would hold you up openly and
ask for money or cigarettes as if they were entitled to it
It's a good sign when people beg that way: it means that
they know how to give. The. French, for example, know
neither how to give nor how to ask for favors—either way
they feel uneasy. They make a virtue of not molesting
you. It's the wall again. A Greek has no walls around him:
he gives and takes without stint.
The English in Greece—a sorry lot, by the way—seem
to have a poor opinion of the Greek character. The Eng-
lish are torpid, unimaginative, lacking in resiliency. They
seem to think that the Greeks should be .eternally grateful
to them because they have a powerful fleet. The English-
man in Greece is a farce and an eye-sore: he isn't worth
the dirt between a poor Greek's toes. For centuries the
Greeks have had the cruelest enemy a people could have
—the Turks. After centuries of enslavement they threw,
off the yoke and, had the big Powers not interfered, they
would probably have driven the Turks into the ground
and annihilated "them. To-day the two peoples, after an
exchange of populations which is nothing if not extraor-
dinary, are friends. They respect one another. And yet
the English, who would have disappeared from the face
of the earth had they been subjected to the same treat-
ment, pretend to look down on the Greeks.
Everywhere you go in Greece the atmosphere is preg-

